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TheTrag edieof achetb. 


Scma Tenia. 


Enter. Malcolmt and Macdujff. 

Mai. Let rs fecke out fome defolatc ftiadc, & there 
Weepe our fad boiomcs empty. 
UWacd. Let vs rather 
I Hold faft the rnortall Sword : and like good men, 
Beftride our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne, 
1 New Widdowcs howle,new Orphans cry,new forowes 
i Strike heauen on the face, that it relbunds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and ycll'd out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 

Mai. What I beleeuc, He waile ; 
What know, beleeue ; and what I can redrefle, 
A« I fhjll finde the time to friend :I wil. 
What you haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance. 
This Tyrant, whofe fole name blifters our tongues. 
Was once thought honcft : you haue lou'd him well, 
He hath not touch'd you yet. I am yong,but fomething 
You may difcernc of him through me, and wifedomc 
To offer vp a wcake,poore innocent Lambc 
J Tappcafe an angry God. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 
J Male. But Macbeth is. 
J A good and vertuous Nature way rcccylc 
In an Imperiali charge. But I fhall crane your pardon : 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofc ; 
Angels arc bright ftill, though the bnghtert fell. 
Though all things foule, would wear the brows of grace 
Yet Grace muft ftill looke fo. 
J Macd. 1 haue loft my Hopes. 

Male. Perchance cuen there 
I Where I did findc my doubts. 
Why in that rawnefle left you Wife,and Childe ? 
I Thofc precious Motiucs, thofc ftrong knots of Loue, 
I Without lcaue-taking. Jpravyou, 
Let not my Iealoufies, be your Difhonors, 
But mine ownc Safeties :you may be rightly iuft, 
What euer I (hall thinkc. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed poorc Country, 
J Great Tyrrany,Iay thou thy bafisfure, 
For goodneflc dare not check thee : wear ^ thy wrongs, 
The Title, is affear'd. Far thee well Lord, 
I would not be the Villainc that thou think'ft, 
For the wholeSpace that's in the TyrantsGrafpe, 
And the rich Eaft to boot, 
Tilal. Be not offended: 
I] fpcakenotasinabfolmefeareofyou : 
J I tbinke our Country nokes beneath the yoake, 

It weepes, it bleeds, and each new day a ga(h 
j Is added to her wounds. I thinke withall, 
There would be hands vplifted in my right: 
And hecre from gracious England haue I offer 
Of gootily ihoulands. ; But for all this, 
I When I CnzW ereade vpon the Tyrants head, 
Or yvrarcicon my Sword ; yet my poore Country]]. 
J Shall haue more vices then it had before, 
L^lore fufFcr,and more UwiUry wayes then euer,J 
•*Pfcy him that fhall fucceede.' 

J Macd. What fhouidhebe? j 
| Aial. It is my felfe I roeane : in whom I know 
j AH the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 


I That when they (hall be opcr^cT^ 
WiUJecmeaspureasSno^ 
Eftceme him as a Lambe, being compar'd 
With my confincleffc harmes. 

Macd. Not in the Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Diucll more d**, >j 
Incuils,totop3W^. rc ^mnd 

I grant him Bloody, 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falfe, Dcceitfull 
Sodainc, Malicious, fmacking of cuery fin ne 
That has a name. But there's no bottome non 
In my Voluptuoufneffc : Your Wiues,yourD,, C i 
Your Matrons, and your Maidcs, could not fill 6 f5 
The Ccftcrne of my Luft,and my Dcfire Vp 
All continent Impediments would orc-bcare 
That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth 
Then fuch an one to reigne. 1 

'Macd. Boundleffe intemperance 
In Nature is aTyranny : It hath beene 
Th'vntimely emptying of the happy Throne 
And fall of many Kings. But feare not yet 
To take vpon you what is yours : you may 
Contiey your plcafures in a Ipacious plenty, 
And yet feeme cold. The time you may fo hoodwink, 
W e haue willing Dames enough : there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to dcuoure fo many 

As will to Greatneflc dedicate themfciucs, 
Finding it foinclinde. 

Mai. With this, there growes 
In my moft ill-compos d Affcaion,fuch 
A ftanchlefle Auarice, that were I King, 
I tliould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 
Dcfire his Iewcls, and this others Houfe, 
And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I ffiould forge 
Quarrels vniutt againft the Good and Loyall, 
Deftroying them for wealth. 

Macd. ThisAuarice 
ftickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote 
Then Summer-fecming Luft : and it hath bin 
The Sword of our flaine Kings : yet do not fcare, 
Scotland hath Foyfons, to fill vp your will 
Of your meere Owne. All thefe arc portable, 
With other Graces weigh'd. 

Mai. But I haue none. TheKing-becomingGraccs, 
As Iuftice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stableneflc, 
Bounty, Pcrfeuerance, Mercy, Lowlinefle, 
Deuotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude, 
I haue no rcllifti of them, but abound 
In the diuifion of each feuerall Crime, 
A&ingitmany wayes. Nayjiad I powre, I fiiould 
Poure the fweet M ilke of Concord,into Hell, 
Vprore the vniuerfall peace, confound 
All vnity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland. 
Mai. If fuch a one be fit to gouerne,fpeake: 
I am as I haue fpoken. 

Mac. Fit to gouern?No not to liue. O Natio mifcrable! 
With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 
When /halt thou fee thy wholiome dayes againc? 
Since that the truefl I flue of thy Throne 
By his owne Interdi&ion ftands accuft, 
A nd do's blafpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 
Was a moft Sainted-King • the Queene that bore thee, 
Oftner vpon her knefcs, then on her feet, 
Dy*dc cuery day (he liuU Fare thee well, 

Thefe 
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TbeTragedie of (^Macbeth. 


^J^ftEuHsthou rcpeat'ft vpon thy felfe, 
JJtb banifb'd me from Scodand. O my Brcft, 
fhy hope ends heere. 

OMal. Macduff, this Noble pafTton 
rhilde of integrity, hath from my foule 
Vifjp'd theblacke Scruples, reconcif d my thoughts 
To thy g ood Truth, and Honor. Diucllifh UMacbeik, 
j vin aiiy of thefe traincs, hath fought to win me 
y hi s power : and modeft Wifedomc pluckes me 
Loin ouer-credulous baft : but God abouc 
pealc betweenc thee and me; For euen now 
t put my felfe to thy Direction, and 
y n fpeakc mine owne detradlion. Hcerc abiure 
Y| lC caint8,and blames I Iaidevpon my felte, 
p or (gangers to my Nature. I am yet 
y n knowne to Woman, neuer was forfworue, 
Scarfely haue coueted what was mine owne ; 
Acn o time broke tny Faith, would not bt tra y 
The Deuill to his Fellow, and delight 
tfolcffe in truth then life. My fir ft falfe fpeaking 
\Vas this vpon my felfe. What I am truly 
Isthinc, and my poore Countries to command : 
Whither indeed, before they hcete app; oa :h 
Q\iSej#Ardmth ten thoufand warlike men 
Already at a point, was fctting foorth : 
Mow wee 1 together, and the chance of goodnefTe 
Be like our warranted Quarrel!. Why are you filent ? 

Macd. Such welcome, and vnwelcom things at once 
>Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a Doctor. 

MaI Well, more anon. Comes the King forth 
I pray you? 

Dott. I Sir : there are a crew of wretched Soulef 
That ft3y his Cure : their malady conuinces 
The great alTay of Art. But at his touch, 
Such i'anftity hath Heauen giuen his hand, 
They prefently amend. Exit. 
Md. I :!unkeyouDo6lor # 
Macd. What's the Difeafc he mcancs ? 
MaL Ti$ call'd theEuill. 
Amoft myraculous worke in this good King, 
Which often fince my heere remaine in England, 
I haue feenc him do : How he folicites heauen 
Himfelfe beft knowes: but ftrangely vifited people 
Allfwolneand Vlccrous,pittifull to the eye, , 
Themeere difpaire of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a golden ftampe about their neckes, 
Pat on with holy Prayers, and 'tis fpoken 
To the fucceeding Royalty he leaues 
The healing BcnednSion. With this ftrange vertue, 
He hath aheauenly guifr.of Prophelie, 
And fundry Bleflings hang about his Throne, 
That fpeakc him full of Grace. 

Enter Rojfe. 
Macd. See who conies heere. 
Male. My Countryman: but yet I knovvhim nor. 
Macd. My euer gentle Cozen, welcome hither. 
Male. I know him now* Good God betimes remoue 
The meanes that makes vs Strangers f • 
Rofe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did? 

R*fe. Alas poore Countrey, 
Al^oft affraid to know it felfe. It cannot 
Be call'd our Mother, but our Graue ; where nothing 
But who knowes nothing, is once fecne to fmile: 
Where fighcs,and groanes,and {bricks that rent the ayrc 


Arc made, not mark'd : Where violent forrow fcemcs 

A Moderne extafie : The Dfcadman* knell, 

Is there fcarfc ask'd for who, and good mens Hues 

Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 

Dying, or ere they ficken. 

* Macd. Oh Relation; too nicc,and yet too true. 

Male. What's the nc weft grief c? 

^p. That of an houres age,doth hifle the fpeakcr^ 
Each minute teeraes anew one. 

Macd. How do s my Wife? 

Roffe. Why well. 

LMacd. And all my Children ? 

Roffe: Well too. 

Macd. The Tyrant ha's not battcr'd at their peace ? 

> ^.No,they were wel at peacc,when I ditllea-ue 'cm 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your fpcech : HovVgos*t? 

Roffc. When I came hither to tranfport the Ty dings 
Which I haue heauily borne, there ran a Rumou? 
Of many worthy Fellowes, that were our, 
Which was to my belcefe witneft the rather, 
For that I law the Tyrants Power a-foot. 
Now is the time of helpc : your eye in Scotland 
Would create Soldiours, make our women fight, 
To doffe their dire diftreflVs, 

Male. Bee't their comfort 
We are cemming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent vs good Scjward, and ten thoufand men, 
An older, and a better Souldier, none 
That Chrittendome giucs out. 

Rojfe. Would 1 could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I haue words 
That would be howl'd out in the defert ayrc, 
Where hearing (hould not latch them. 

Uftacd. What concernc they, 
The generall caufe, or is it a Fce-griefc 
Due to fome fingle breft ? 

Rvffe. No minde that's honcft 
But in it (hares iome woe, though the maxnc pare 
Pcrtaines to ypu alone. 

Macd. j£it be mine 
Keepe it not from me, quickly let me haue it. 

Roffe. Let not your cares difpife my tongue for euer, 
Which fhall pofleflc them with the heauicft found 
That euer yet they heard. 

Macd. Humh : J gucfle at it. 

Rojfe, Your Caftle is furpriz'd : your Wife,and Babes 
Sauagely flaughter'd : To relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murtherd Deere 
To adde the death of you. 

Male. Mercifull Heauen : 
What man, ne're pull your hat vpon your browes : 
Giue forrow words ; the griefe that do's not fpcake, 
Whifpers the oVe-fraught heart, and bids it brcakc* 

Macd. My Children too? 

Ro. Wife^Children^Seruants^U that could be found. 

Macd. Arid I muft be from thence?My wife kil'd too? 

Roffe. Ihauefaid. 

Male Be comforted. 
Let's make vs Med'cines of our great Reuenge, 
To cure this deadly greefe. 

Uliacd. He ha's no Children. All my pretty onci ? 1 
Did you fay All ? Oh Hell-Kite J All ? 
What, All my pretty Chickens, and th^r Dararac 
At one fell fwoope ? 

Male. Diiputeitlikeaman* 

Macd. I (hall do fo; 

Nn j But^ 
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